WAR IN THE DESERT

riddled them, while Turks were falling out from
the far doors to gain the shelter of the railway
embankment.

As I watched, our machine-guns chattered out
over my head, and the long rows of Turks on the
carriage roofs rolled over, and were swept off the
top like bales of cotton before the furious shower
of bullets which stormed along the roofs and
splashed clouds of yellow chips from the planking.
The dominant position of the guns had been an
advantage to us so far.

When I reached Stokes and Lewis the engage-
ment had taken another turn. The remaining
Turks had got behind the bank, here about eleven
feet high, and from cover of the wheels were
firing point-blank at the Beduin twenty yards
away across the sand-filled dip. The enemy in
the crescent of the curving line were secure from
the machine-guns ; but Stokes slipped in his first
shell, and after a few seconds there came a crash
as it burst beyond the train in the desert.

He touched the elevating screw, and his second
shot fell just by the trucks in the deep hollow
below the bridge where the Turks were taking
refuge. It made a shambles of the place. The
survivors of the group broke out in a panic
across the desert, throwing away their rifles and
equipment as they ran. This was the opportunity
of the Lewis gunners. The sergeant grimly
traversed with drum after drum, till the open
sand was littered with bodies. Mushagraf, the
Sherari boy behind the second gun, saw the battle
over, threw aside his weapon with a yell, and
dashed down at speed with his rifle to join the
others who were beginning, like wild beasts, to
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